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PIRATES—OLD AND NEW 
Emma H. 


In days of old there were pirates bold, 
Who sailed the sea so blue, 

In search of gold to store in the hold 
Of their ships, by a wicked crew. 


In days that are new there are pirates too, 
Who sail the sea of thought; 

They steal your wealth, they steal your health, 
Whene’er off guard you're caught. 


“You've ne’er seen any?” Oh! there are many, 
And very sly fellows are they. 

There’s Pirate Fear, who slays “Good Cheer,” 
Unless you drive him away. 


You are fit, you believe, great deeds to achieve, 
When in sails the pirate Doubt; 

And nothing you'll do, “you ’fraid cat, you,” 
Until you put him to rout. 


They'll swamp your ship on every trip, 
If their advance you don’t stem. 

The sword of Truth, my valiant youth, 

You'll always find will kill ’em. 


VoL. XVI MARCH, 1g11 No. 8 


THE WEE WISDOM cLUuB |W 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER | 


“My castles are my King’s alone, 
From turret to foundation stone.” 


T was a damp, misty Saturday; the March wind 
held a touch of sharpness, as if to warn the 
birds and the buds that spring had not come 
and as yet it was unsafe for them to venture 


forth. 

“Oh, I wish I could go with you, girls!” sighed 
Jane, as Sallie, Lois, and Margaret stood before her, 
ready for a long tramp through the woods with the 
botany class. 


“Well, you can’t, Janie dear; so just make up your 
mind to be patient until we get back. Ill get you all 
the roots you will need for your fernery, and we'll get 
you as many specimens as we get for ourselves,” said 
Sallie; adding, “I’d just as soon stay home with you, if 
you'd let me.” 

“Indeed I won't let you stay!” answered Jane; 
“but oh, I do wish Miss Harshman would let me go! 
I’ve walked as far as that lots of times.” 

“That's what comes of being delicate, Jane,” con- 
soled Margaret. “If you hadn’t so much red in your 
hair and more in your cheeks, and would cultivate a few 
decent-sized freckles on your nose, Miss Harshman 
might let you go on these long tramps.” 

“Yes, Jane, if your cheeks were as red as your hair 
you could go with us this very minute,” laughed Sallie, 
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as the three girls left the room to join the party of 
“specimen hunters,’ under the leadership of their 
teacher, Miss Gates. 

Jane watched them from her window with a heavy 
heart. She wouldn’t acknowledge even to herself, that 
she wanted to cry—she wasn’t a baby! 

Hilda, one of the housemaids, knocked at the door 
and announced, “A letter for you, Miss Jane.” 

It was a long, delightful, newsy letter from Jane’s 
father; a letter from across the Pacific, from that queer 
country of China. He told her how glad he was that 
she had found such nice room-mates; that she might 
plan on spending her summer vacation with the River- 
town girls at their home, as they had invited her to do; 
and lastly he inclosed a check, every cent of which was 
to be spent in having a good time—‘something extra.” 

Now, there was nothing in this letter that should 
have caused Jane to bury her head in the pillow and cry 
and sob herself into hysterics, was there? But that is 
just what she did. 

A long, long time afterwards Lois found her on the 
bed, asleep, with eyes and face swollen, and her cheeks 
a brighter red than the golden red of her hair. 

Lois stood in astonishment; and just then Miss 
Harshman passed the open door, and seeing the letter 
clutched in Jane’s hand, she understood at a glance the 
whole story. She beckoned Lois to come out in the hall. 

“Jane has had a homesick spell,’ Miss Harshman 
said, ‘‘and it isn’t going to be easy to get her over it, 
unless you can invent something nice to do, that will 
take her mind off herself. Can you think of anything 
special ?”’ 

“It’s Sallie's birthday, and we were going to have 
a little party for her this afternoon; but I don’t think 
that will be enough. Do you?” 

The principal laughed. “Well, I don’t know; it 
depends upon what you do for the party. Can’t you 
think of something especially nice or interesting? I am 
sure you can, and I am going to leave Jane in your care, 
Lois, and depend upon you to make her forget her 
loneliness.” 

“But what can I do, Miss Harshman? Of course 
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I will do anything I can; but suppose she won’t cheer 
up? She might ery all night.” 

“Oh no, she won't, if you exercise your imagination. 
Just think of some plan that she cannot possibly resist.” 

“Tl try my best to think of something, and as soon 
as I do I'll come down to the office and tell you about 
it,” said Lois. 

“T will not be in the office,” answered the principal, 
“for I am on my way now to meet the train. Some of 
the directors and trustees of the school are coming this 
afternoon to look over the Hall, and I want to meet 
them at the station. I’m sure you can manage Jane 
without me, and I give you leave to have as good a time 
as you can, in any way that you can. Douglas Hall is 
yours this afternoon, ‘From turret to foundation stone,’ 
and whatever you do I know will be just the right thing.” 

Miss Harshman tripped away with the quotation 
lightly running through her head; but ah! how little 
did she dream of the humiliation that quotation was to 

bring down upon her head later in the day! 

: Lois stood for five minutes debating with herself. 
“From turret to foundation stone” kept insisting upon 
her attention. Lois did not know it was a quotation; 
how should she? Why should ‘grown ups’ think that 
children understand the figurative, when they use literal 
terms? The turret at Douglas Hall had been forbidden 
ground up to the present time; but now Miss Harshman 
had said very distinctly that she could go anywhere she 
wanted to, in the turret or foundation stone—which last 
of course meant the stone basement. The basement 
being dark and cold, she preferred the turret, of course. 
She heard Jane moving about in the room, so she en- 
tered; and ignoring the flushed cheeks and swollen eyes, 
she exclaimed: 

“Oh, Jane, we’re going to have Sallie’s birthday 
party up in the turret; so hurry up and help get things 
ready.” 

Jane, surprised out of her mood for a moment, 
asked: “Did Miss Harshman give us permission to go 
into the turret? Why, she has never allowed any but the 
older girls to go! are you sure?” 

“Yes, she told me not five minutes ago that we 
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could go up into the turret and have our birthday party 
—so hurry up, Jane, and get the goodies ready. Put 
them in our laundry bags, so we can sling them over our 
shoulders; ‘cause we have got to have our hands free 
to hold onto the railing, going up the steps.” 

“You wouldn't mind, Lois, if I didn’t go to the 
party, would you? It sounds like a lot of fun, but some- 
how I don’t feel like fun to-day, and I’d only spoil things 
for the rest of you.” Jane turned toward the window 
to hide the tears that were gathering in her eyes. 

“Jane Kingsley!” Lois exclaimed, “I don’t intend 
to pretend any more, and I'll tell you right now that I 
know you have been crying your eyes out ever since we 
left you this morning. Miss Harshman has given our 
club the chance of our life to have a good time, and now 
you are going to spoil it all. You aren't often selfish, 
Jane, but you are now. We need you to help give Sallie 
a good time and make her forget that her mother and 
father are clear across the Atlantic, and keep her from 
being homesick. I should think you would be willing to 
forget your own feelings, and try to keep Sallie from 
thinking about the good times we always have had at 
home on her birthday. I counted on you, and now you 
are failing me, just when I need you.” 

“IT won’t ery another tear, and I will go to the 
party, and I know I am a selfish mean thing!” Jane 
burst forth all in a breath; “and if you won't let the 
girls say anything about my swollen eyes I'll have every- 
thing ready by the time you get back with the sand- 
wiches.” 

Happy in her triumph, Lois hurried away to tell the 
other girls of the change in plans, and get Hilda to 
give her a plate of sandwiches, while Jane said to her- 
self, “I'll die rather than spoil the party; but I’m 
seared to death to go up those stairs into the turret. If 
I should get dizzy or trip, I'd fall down that dreadful 
hole; but I am going to go if I’m killed in doing it!” 

Sallie gasped when she heard the plan. “I'd never 
get up those stairs; and if I did get up I’m sure I’d 
never have the courage to come down. It is simply out 
of the question! If you girls have my birthday party 
up there, you will have to excuse me—I just couldn’t go.” 
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Lois was indignant, and Minnie and Margaret said, 
“We'll help you up, Sallie, and you need not carry a 
thing. We'll carry everything we need, and all you have 
to do will be to hold on to the railing with your hand.” 

“But those awful circular stairs!” said Sallie. “I 
have heard the older girls say that when you've once 
started up, if you look back you feel as if you are walk- 
ing in mid air, and if you get dizzy you might fall and 
kill yourself. They say the step is so narrow and the 
iron so thin that vou can hardly keep your footing. Oh, 
I just couldn't go up!” 

“Jane is so homesick, and Miss Harshman said I 
was to get her over it; and now if you won't go with 
us, I’m sure I don’t know what we are to do to keep 
her from crying,” said Lois; adding, “I'd hate to be a 
fraidy like you are, Sallie. The rest of us aren't afraid; 
why should you be?” 

“Come on, Sallie,” urged the other two; “we'll help 
you up, and there will be no danger.” And to please the 
others, end overcome the cowardice that she was ashamed 
to own, Sallie consented. 

Half an hour later the “Seek and Find Club,” 
headed by Lois, were on their way up the narrow iron 
circular stairway. The three girls carried heavy laundry 
bags—heavy and cumbersome as Christian ever carried 
in his Pilgrim’s Progress—while Jane and Sallie carried 
naught but their own trembling little persons. Lois went 
first, and Minnie and Margaret brought up the rear. 

Up, up, up they went—round after round of that 
winding flight of narrow triangular steps! “Don’t look 
behind you,” cautioned Lois from above. “Don’t look 
behind you,” warned Minnie and Margaret from below, 
as on and on they went. The step above danced and 
faded as Sallie tried to reach it, and Jane was white 
as chalk. Once the step moved so before Sallie’s eyes 
that she tripped and saved herself only by clinging tight 
to the railing and pausing for an instant. Jane got out 
of breath and begged to stop for just a moment, prom- 
ising to close her eyes while she rested. Up, up they 
went, with heads swimming and hearts throbbing. 
Would that frightful journey never end? 

“I’m up!” shouted Lois; ‘“‘and the steps weren’t 
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half as long as I thought they were. And the view—oh, 
hurry up and see it!” 


Sallie and Jane gained the turret room, white and 
trembling, and too far spent to care what the view was. 
“It was a nightmare!” whispered Sallie. 

“T’ll never get down those stairs again, and I don’t 
care if I don’t; I’d rather die up here than try it!” 
breathed Jane. 

“Oh, it’s elegant up here!” exclaimed Margaret; 
“and the steps were awfully easy. I didn’t mind them 
in the least.” 

“T liked the climb,” said Minnie; ‘‘and I can’t see 
why Miss Harshman has ever objected to us younger 
girls coming up here.” 

The three girls bustled about the tiny turret room, 
and in a few minutes had such a tempting “spread” ar- 
ranged that Sallie and Jane almost forgot their late un- 
pleasant experience. 

Salad and sandwiches, cake and candy, and grape 
juice mixed with water “formed the chief of their diet.” 

Margaret read an original poem, dedicated to the 
birthday guest. Lois read a history of Sallie’s past life; 
Minnie read a prophecy of her future life, and Jane pre- 
sented, in the name of the club, a gold pin, shaped like 
a flower, on the leaf of which, in tiny letters, were the 
words, “What ye seek for ye shall find.” 

Surprised and delighted, Sallie made a quaint little 
speech of thanks, expressing her love for them, and the 
desire that they should find nothing but flowers in their 
kingdom, ending with the hope that she herself might be 
spared from the dangers of that winding stairway, so 
that she could enjoy wearing her new pin. 

The sun, having pouted all day, at eventide shone 
out brightly, gilding the turret with golden light. The 
children watched with rapture the cloud effects, the 
crimson and gold edges, and the slanting rays from above 
storm-driven cloud-banks. As the last ray faded it left 
the world cold and gray, and the awful reality of those 
winding stairs clutched Jane and Sallie with cruel fingers. 


“Perfect love casteth out fear.” 


| 
| 

| 
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Mary Brewerton Wirt. 


| BUZZY'S STORY 


Part V 


[oA] UCH adventures, one after another! The last 
oie, day had arrived of Aunt Helen’s and Aunt 
S) Mary’s stay in the flat. I was wild with fear. 
~ Every time a strange person entered I would 
run and hide under the bath tub; for I had begun to 
forget my true thoughts of courage. 

At last Albert came, and a 
train of children after him. 
They all began to chase me. 
Again I ran under the bath tub. 
I knew something was about to 
happen. After awhile Albert 
came. He took me over to his 
house. I thought that fine! I 
said to myself, “I’m surely go- 
ing to live with Albert now.” 

Abbut So I walked from room to room 

inspecting everything to see if 
I should like it; but I could not make up my mind. As 
I was puzzling over it, Albert caught me up and gave 
me to his mother, and before I 
knew it I was a prisoner fast in 
a bag, with a covering all over 
my head. How I cried! It 
seemed awful! 

Albert carried me—I know 
that! Then came Aunt Mary’s 
voice: 

“Which boy is to have my 
Buzzy?” 


Albert replied, “The little Slew 

fellow in the middle.” 
“Did his mother say that he might have a kitten?” 
“Yes,” came Albert’s reply. 


There were three small boys waiting out on the 
sidewalk in front of the house. I knew that! 


| | 
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Aunt Mary’s voice came again: “Oh, take that off 
of Buzzy’s head! Poor Buzzy! She does not like to 
be smothered.” 

How thankful I was! My face was uncovered. I 
could see! The three boys walked beside Albert, and the 
last words I heard from my dear mistress were, “Be 
good to little Buzzy, and she will be good to you! Give 
her plenty of potato to eat, as she likes potato.” 

After a short walk we went up some steps into a 
strange house. A strange lady opened the door; but 
when she saw me she cried out, “Robbie, you can’t have 
that kitten! It’s yellow, and I want a black cat.” 

Robbie felt pretty bad about it, and so did I; for 
I believe he was a nice, gentle little boy. 

My! if you had seen Aunt Mary when the boys 
brought me back home. She hugged me and stroked me 
as though I had been gone a year. Then she let me 
run about in Albert’s parlor some more. I felt very 
uneasy by this time, for neither Aunt Mary nor Aunt 
Helen had said they would keep me. 

I was not at all surprised when a big boy came 
along and said that he wanted to take me to his little 
sister. Away I was taken to a new home, and there I 
stayed. 

No, I shall not tell you of my suffering. I forgot 
all about the law of Love, so I learned to use my claws. 
Day and night I cried and growled. At last the big 
boy’s mother said, “Let that poor cat down this minute! 
Now this is the last day you can have her here. I’m 
going to give her away, for I won't keep any animal to be 
tormented.” 

I trembled with fear, even though I hoped. I was 
then given to the lady next door. She was good to me, 
I can tell you; but by this time I had forgotten every 
Truth or Love statement that I had ever heard. 

The lady had a pet dog. I soon made him under- 
stand that I was not to be insulted in any way. I growled 
and slapped him. Yes, I am ashamed of that now, but 
suffering had made me ugly. 

After that, doggie and I became fast friends. He 
seemed to know the law of Love without making any 
statements. He and I slept together, but there was 
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\ always something I missed. I could not remember what 
it was. 
My new lady fed me well, and loved me very much. 
I had not been with her more than two days when some- 
thing happened—something strange! 
I will allow Aunt Mary to write that part of the 
tale, for she knows that part better than I. 
| Your loving Buzzy. 


March 

| Blow, then, and bluster, you foolish old wind! 
But you never can make me chill. 

Down in my heart there’s a furnace of love 
That keeps me warm—blow as you will.—B. 


That’s the Way 


Just a little every day— 

That’s the way! 
Seeds in darkness swell and grow, 
Tiny blades push through the snow; 

Never any flower of May 
Leaps to blossom in a burst. 
Slowly, slowly, at the first. 

That’s the way! 

Just a little every day. 


Just a little every day— 
That’s the way! 
Children learn to read and write 
Bit by bit, and mite by mite; 
Never any one, I say, 
Leaps to knowledge and its power. 
Slowly, slowly, hour by hour— 
Just a little every day. 
Selected by Mamie Powers. 


The sweetest lives are those to duty wed, 
Whose deeds, both great and small, 

Are close-knit strands of an unbroken thread, 
Where love ennobles all. —E. B. Browning. 


| 
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C HIL D-GARDENING 


Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY ce 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.’—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children from 
three to six years of age, for the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—'God’s Gifts 
to His Children.’”’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, “God's Gift of His Son’’—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON III. 


Subject: The home life of the child Jesus. 

Seed Thought: He grew in favor with God and man. 

Spiritual application to be made by the child: That in 
our homes and everywhere the Christ goes on before us, point- 
ing the way and making all things easy. 

Point of Contact: Home. 

I am going to ask you to think of the very dearest and 
sweetest place in the whole world—the place where you want 
to go when you’re hungry, and when it’s cold and rainy out- 
side; the place where you love to talk about the happy things, 
and are helped over the things that look unhappy; the place 
where there is some one to love, and to love you back. Yes, 
that’s right! “Home.” We will ask Miss Martha to sing about 
this sweetest and dearest place, and we will all softly sing the 
chorus with her. (One stanza of “Hlome, sweet Home,” may 


be sung.) 
THE LESSON STORY 


The home of the child Jesus was in the beautiful 
city of Nazareth. All around the city were large fields, 
just covered with beautiful flowers of all kinds and colors. 

Let us close our eyes and see a picture of the child 
Jesus out gathering the fragrant lilies and wild roses, to 
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take to his dear mother Mary. Let us see another pic- 
ture of the happy mother as she kisses and thanks her 
dear little son for his sweet gift, and then, as every 
mother since has done, puts them in a cup of water. 


The Childhood of Jesus 


In the fields around Nazareth shepherds watched 
their flocks. There were large vineyards of grapes 
growing there too, and fields of waving grain. The child 
Jesus loved to watch the sheep and lambs. He loved the 
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flowers and fruit and fields of grain; back of them all 
beautiful stories he read, which afterwards he told the 
people, who heard him gladly. As he grew taller each 
day and as he knew more and more of the heaven within, 
the light which God had put inside of him grew brighter 
and brighter, and as he let it shine out in loving words 
and kindly deeds, all the time he was growing in favor 
with God and man. That means that God was pleased 
and happy because Jesus was doing just the very things 
that he had been sent into the world to do, and the peo- 
ple were glad, because he was pointing the way for them. 

All the time that he was going about in this way, 
doing good, he loved just the same things that other boys 
and girls love. He loved to run, and play, perhaps the 
same games that you love to play—‘‘tag,” and “hide and 
seek.” And don’t you think he must have played car- 
penter, and made bonfires of shavings? I believe he 
played school and played that he was the teacher. When 
Jesus was a little boy the children used to sit on the floor 
at school, and say their lessons over after the teacher. 

One of the pretty stories, or legends, about the 
child Jesus is of a man by the name of Zaccheus, who 
was a teacher. One day Zaccheus heard Jesus talking 
with Joseph, and he was so much pleased with what he 
had heard Jesus say, that he asked Joseph and Mary to 
send their little boy to his school. He said: “Thou hast 
an intelligent child, and he hath understanding; come, 
give him to me, that he may learn letters, and I will teach 
him with his letters, all science.” 

A short time after that Joseph and Mary took Jesus 
to school. Zaccheus first wrote the A, B, C’s, and told 
the child the names of all the letters; but Jesus knew 
them all, and told his teacher such wonderful things 
about the first letter, that Zaccheus turned to Joseph and 
said: “Thou hast brought to me to be taught a boy that 
is wiser than all the teachers.” And to Mary he said: 
“There is no need for instruction for this thy son. Take 
him home.” 

Jesus knew but one teacher, and that was God. All 
knowing was inside of him, and because he knew this he 
unfolded that which God had placed within him, just as 
the plants unfold their blossoms. 
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You and I and everybody have within us all that 
Jesus had. He called it “the Light that lighteth every 
man.” Just as soon as we know this for ourselves, we 
may unfold and let that Light shine out as Jesus did. 

God will answer every question that we look to 
him to answer. Let us remember this wonderful truth, 
at home, in our school, everywhere, and in everything. 

Now let us turn to the picture story and find its les- 
son for us to-day. See how gladly and willingly the 
child Jesus is bringing tools to Joseph the carpenter! 
And as the dear mother Mary sits spinning in the door- 
way, watch the pleased look on her face, because her 
little boy is doing gladly what his hands find to do. 

Above the happy family are three snow-white doves 
softly cooing songs of peace. Near the step is the good 
mother hen caring for her soft, downy chicks. 

In the picture we find love, kindness, peace, obedi- 
ence, protection, and all that makes a perfect home. But 
all that we see are only signs of something still more 
beautiful, which we do not see. The love between Mary 
and Joseph and between them and the child Jesus is a 
symbol or sign of the love of God, which we feel and 
know to be everywhere, but which we do not see. The 
songs of peace stand for the sweet peace of God which 
lives in Joseph, Mary, the child Jesus, and everybody. 
The mother hen is a sign of God’s protecting care over 
us, his children. The loving obedience of the child Jesus 
tells of his and everybody's willing obedience to God the 
Father of all. 

We love to hear these beautiful stories about the per- 
fect child, but unless we do as he did, the stories will not 
make us better, any more than listening to a fine music 
teacher will make us fine players. If we would be like 
Jesus we must practice the good every day. We must 
first know what he taught, and then live it as he lived it. 


THE INSIDE STORY 


God is everywhere. He is inside of me, making my 
body a pure and happy home for the Christ child that 
lives in me. All good is inside of me—obedience, peace, 
and love. 

When I remember this beautiful truth I can have 
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only kind and loving thoughts for everybody and every- 
thing. 
“ MEMORY VERSE 
In my work and in my play, 
In the night or in the day, 
The Christ within me shows the way 
Like a bright and shining ray. 


VIOLET’S WOODSY LETTER 


My dear: I am a little purple violet, and yesterday 
after I had smoothed my petals nicely, and fluffed them all 
out prettily in the sun, I stood looking up into the sky. 
I was just thinking how lovely and blue it was, when I 
heard “Chirp, chirp” just over my head, and there was 
a beautiful robin redbreast with a letter in his bill. It 
was very nearly falling out, and he was making a great 
fuss to get it_straight again. Finally he sat on a twig 
near me and said: “There, I have it all right now; but 
I was so glad to see you that I almost lost it when I said 
Good morning.” He was talking out of the side of his 
bill, for he did not dare to open it very wide. ‘What is 
it?” I said. “It’s a letter to Wee Wispom,” he replied. 
When I looked surprised he said: “Did you never hear 
of Wee Wispom?” Then he told me that Wee Wispom 
visits all the little boys and girls all over the world, and 
that any one wishing to write to them could do so through 
that little magazine. Right away I cried out, “Goody! 
goody!” for I was thinking of our little girl, to whom we 
had been telling our secrets, and that now she would 
have a way of passing them on to all the other little 
children. 

You see, we flowers know a great many things, and 
away down in our little golden hearts—did you know 
that most of us have a golden heart? all of us really 
have, only in some it doesn’t show yet—well, as I was 
about to say, away down deep in our hearts we have 
been wanting to tell all you little boys and girls what 
we know; but we never could get a little child still long 
enough to listen, till one day—well, it’s quite a story, so 
just wait! 

I live in the “Little Woods.” The reason my home 
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is called the “Little Woods” is because there is a big 
woods on the same farm. One day in early April I was 
standing out on my front porch right at the bottom of a 
big chestnut tree, and because it was chilly—we had 
come up early—I had wrapped an old brown leaf about 
me to keep me warm; and pretty soon I heard voices. 
I listened very carefully, for it was not often people 
came to see us in the Little Woods, and I do so love com- 
pany. Well, I kept very still and soon I saw two dear 
little girls coming along right near my house. When 
they saw me they just stood still and clapped their hands, 
and one little girl cried out, “Oh, I am so glad! 1 am 
so glad! It was so good of you to come so soon!” Then 
she said, “I wonder if there are any more.” They be- 
gan to scratch about among the leaves, and soon Cro- 
cuses and Innocence and Violets were peeping out every- 
where, and the same little voice said to her sister, “Oh, 
aren’t you happy, dear? aren’t you happy?” Then she 
put her mouth up close to her sister’s ear and whispered 
something very softly—of course I heard it perfectly— 
and her sister said “All right,” and so they knelt down 
there in the leaves right by my front gate, and they 
said a little prayer. I would like to tell you all the 
words, but somehow even yet when I think of it I can- 
not talk for happiness, and a big dewdrop fills my eye 
so—I have one eye, but it is very large. However, it 
was something about being so thankful for the flowers, 
and so glad that they had come up so soon. After they 
had gathered their little hands full of blooms they went 
away. I do not know how they happened to miss me, 
for I was standing right there; but anyway, I was glad 
they did not take me, because I wanted to do something 
kind for them, I loved them so much. So when all was 
still I called to the other flowers—we can talk to each 
other with our mouths when we are very close, but when 
we are miles apart we send messages through the earth 
with our roots—and I said, “That little girl—the one 
who said the prayer—understands us and loves us, and 
she is a still little girl, so that she can hear. What do 
you say if we begin to tell her all we know?” They 
were all so pleased; and so we sent messages far and 
near, and all agreed that she should have our secrets. 
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Thus you see how it is that we can talk to you. She 
hears everything we say, and writes it for us. She had 
to write this letter all about herself; but then, you do 
not know who she is, and I will not tell, so it is all right. 

I am going to write to you again some time, for I 
have something else to tell you about my purple dress; 
but the Buttercup wants to send you the next letter. Her 
dress is yellow, and she thinks it is prettier than mine; 
but—well, it is nice for every one to be satisfied, isn’t 
it? Good-bye! Your loving friend 

Purpre VIoLet, 
“Little Woods,” Pa. 


“THOUGHTS ARE THINGS” 


EvizaBetu 


Mornuer had been talking to Jim Edsel and Mary 
one rainy afternoon about their “thinks.” She told 
them that good, sweet, unselfish thoughts and actions 
were like golden fairies, making everything about them 
bright and happy, and that ever so many other little 
golden fairies flocked around them. These made every- 
thing and everybody shine, so that the little black fairies 
(who were the ugly, cross thoughts and words and 
deeds) were either made over or crowded out to make 
room for the happy ones. “Birds of a feather flock to- 
gether,” and so these little black imps went hunting for 
their kind. 

Jim sat in the big armchair after mother had gone, 
and thought of what she had said; and as he looked at 
baby Elizabeth on the floor, playing, laughing, and chat- 
tering, he saw something that made him sit up and rub 
his eyes: everywhere, all about her, he began to see 
little bright yellow forms, dancing and flitting around, 
helping her play, and hovering over her. The louder 
she crowed, the more kisses she threw, the sweeter her 
laugh, the more fairies there seemed to be, and the 
brighter and more beautiful they grew. 

A noise outside in the street made him turn quickly, 
and there he saw some boys about his own age, teasing 
a poor little dog. The air seemed alive with swarms of 
ugly, black, flying imps that twisted and writhed with 
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glee with every yell and cry and every stone that was 
thrown. 

The puppy escaped and ran straight into a big boy 
coming up the street. He stooped, picked up the little 
frightened thing, and held it close in his arms, where it 
cuddled down, feeling its safety. The boy came up to 
the others, who had stopped to take notice, and began 
to tell them how unmanly it was to hurt and frighten 
animals. He showed them his “Dumb Animal League” 
badge, and asked them all to come with him and join. 
Jim was sure he saw the air change and brighten, the 
little black imps disappearing, and a golden glow com- 
ing. He was watching closely to see if any fairies came, 
when mother put her hand on his arm and said, “Sup- 
per is ready, dear.” As he looked around at baby in 
her mother’s arms, and she leaned toward him patty- 
eaking, he was sure he saw a beautiful fairy blowing 
him a kiss. 

He told mother all about it when he was getting 
ready for bed, and said: “Mother, may I join the ani- 
mal league? I mean to keep the golden fairies about 
me always, and that will help drive away the black 
ones, won't it?” 


a a 
EPISTLES 48) 
J) 


So many letters are coming in that ye editor finds she must 
bring them close together, so that there will be sufficient room 
in our little Wispom house for all. The names of all our little 
correspondents and their best thoughts will find a place in our 
Epistles department. 


First, we come across a letter from Elvera Hewald, of San 
Francisco. She sends Were Wispom’s traveling expenses for 
another year. She tells us that she enjoys the stories very 
much, especially the one about “Buzzy,” because she has a nice 
big cat of her own. 


Annabel M. Wheaton does not give us her address, but she 
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tells us that she likes Wee Wispom very much. She has a tea- 
set and goes to a club, and sometimes they use the tea-set when 
the club meets. Annabel is nearly eight years old. 


Margaret Fritsch lives at 
Saginaw, Mich. Her letter 
tells us that she is ten years 
old and in the fifth grade in 
school. She loves to read 
Wee Wisrom, and sends this 
picture of herself. The pic- 
ture was taken by her sister. 


One of our dear children, 
seventy-three years young, 
living in Massachusetts, in- 
vites Were Wispom to come 
another year. She tells us 
that she would not be without 
the magazine, and that it is 
a lovely teacher of many good 
things for every one. She 
puts her copies into two fam- 
ilies where there are children 
who would not be able to get 
it any other way. 


Margaret Fritsch 


Eleanor B. Botsford, of West Roxbury, Mass., writes that 
she is nine years old and in the fourth grade. She sends us 
this story, and says, “It has two parts; I made it up.” 

The Story of Princess Helen 
Part I 

Once upon a time there was a little girl. She lived in a 
little house on the edge of a great, dark forest. She had no 
mother; a little white cat acted as a mother. One day she 
asked her father, “May I go in the forest just a little ways?” 
He said, “You may get lost.” “Oh, I won’t get lost; don’t you 
fear.” Away she went. When she got to the trees she saw her 
cat following her. When she got to the third row of trees she 
saw a collie dog standing before her. He said, “Come with me; 
get on my back and I will carry you.” She said, “Oh, no; I 
can’t. I told my father I wouldn’t, so I mustn’t.” The dog 
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said, “You shall, you mean.” “No, I don’t,” said Helen, for 
that was her name. Bruno, for that was his name, pulled her 
dress so hard that it tore. Helen got on his back and he car- 
ried her away. Now the cat, of course, got on his back too. 
The cat was really the mother of Helen; she had been changed 
into a cat by a witch who lived in the forest. The dog carried 
Helen to the witch’s home. When the witch saw Bruno she 
said, “Good Bruno; come and eat something.” Then she turned 
to Helen and said, “If you can master me you can have your 
mother back again.” Helen threw the old witch on the floor. 
Now the witch had a fate: whenever she dropped her wand 
she would lose all her power, and the one who could make her 
drop it would get all her power. After Helen had her on the 
floor she dropped her power, so Helen got it and easily van- 
quished her. When Helen turned around, what should she see 
but her mother standing before her, dressed like a queen! She 
said, “Helen, you are a princess; look at your pretty dress and 
the crown on your head.” Helen did as she was told. When 
she got home she did not see her old hut any more, but a pretty 
palace. Her father was a king, she a princess, her mother a 
queen. She married a prince in a little while, and was happy. 

Helen believes in wonders, which is right. Her story shows 
that the thing that looks like evil has no real power, and that 
it is easily overcome by the good. 


Ruby Lucile Mead, who visited us last month, writes us 
again, and sends traveling expenses for the little magazine for 
the coming year. She delights in reading the “Wee Wisdom 
Club” story, and wishes she could join it with Minnie Daggart 
and Jane Kingsley. She sends a sketch of mountains, trees, a 
stream, houses, and children. We are unable to reproduce the 
drawing because it is not done in India ink. 


Marie McGee, of 737 Telfair St., Atlanta, Ga., loves to read 
Truth literature; so she sends in her subscription to Wee W1s- 
pom and would like to correspond with some of the little Wees. 
She has been healed of fever. 


Corinne Secor lives at Ferguson, Mo., and attends Sunday 
school at the Fourth Christ Science church, St. Louis. She en- 
joys reading the stories in Wee Wispom and the letters that the 
little Wees write. 
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Dorothy Lottridge, who lives in East Orange, N. J., thanks 
the wee friends who have written her, and will be glad to hear 
from more. She renews her subscription to Wee Wispom. She 


sends a picture of the Ameri- 

can robin, and this poem from 

a bird book: 

“Where do the robins hide their 
nest? 

Robin Red Breast told me: 
‘Up among the leaves so deep, 
Where the sunbeams rarely 

creep, 

Long before the leaves are 

gold, 

Long before the winds are 


cold, 
Bright-eyed stars will peep and 
see 
Baby Robins—one, two, three.’ 
That’s what Robin told me.” 


We have a good letter from Russell James, whose home is 
in Fulton, N. ¥. He says: “I take Wee Wispom every month, 
and enjoy it. I am twelve years young. Here is a motto I 
have learned: 


“Love of God, so pure and changeless ; 
Life of Christ, so rich and free; 

Grace of God, so strong and boundless, 
Magnify them all in me. 


“God bless all the Wees and Unity. I am in the fourth grade 
at school. God helps me in my lessons, and he will help you 
if you ask him. Here is a love offering to Wee Wispom and 
Unity. I earned this ten cents—I and my brother—bringing 
some eggs to another store, and I said to myself with joy, ‘I 
will give this to Wee Wisvom.’ With love to all the Wees.” 

Russell’s brother Clifford, ten years old, also writes us a 
nice little letter. 

Wee Wispom thanks Russell and Clifford for this gift; it 
means much to her, because it is so rich with love, and shows 
that they take a vital interest in the well-being of the little 
paper. We are very sure they will never lose anything by such 
generous acts, for we reap what we sow. 


Edna Dunham sends us an interesting letter from Wood- 
land, Wash. She is going to Portland and will visit the Chil- 
dren’s Home this summer, and will take her Wee Wispoms that 


she is saving. 
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She thinks the children in the Home will like 


the stories as much as she does. Edna is taking a test that will 
admit her to a declamatory contest. She has written this poem: 


Our Baby 


We have a baby at our house, 

Who is as quiet as a mouse; 

His eyes are blue, his hair is light, 
And I hope he’ll never learn to fight. 


He wants our pencils and our books, 
He spills our ink upon the floor; 
He tears the paper from the wall. 
My, how I wish he’d learn to crawl! 


He gets up at the break of day, 
And then the mischief is to pay. 
He keeps us busy all day long, 
Until we quiet him with song. 


Edith and Ethel Price were formerly of Kansas City and 
attended the Unity Sunday school. They are now in St. Louis, 


in the Mason’s Home. They 
send us their picture and 
write us this good letter: 
“Dear Mrs. Fillmore: We 
live in St. Louis now, and oh, 
how we do miss you and our 
dear Sunday school! We go 
to a Sunday school; it is 
good, but they don’t teach: us 
how to heal or how to stay 
well, and we just can’t do 
without Were Wispom any 
longer. Here is the money to 
pay for it. We are ‘Science’ 
twins, and are ten years old. 
We will send our picture for 
Wee Wispom; we are looking 
and watching every mail for 
you, dear Wee Wispom. We 
send our good wishes and love 


Edith and Ethel Price to all the Wees.” 


Topelius Lindberg, living at Graham, Wash., sends us a 
letter. This Wee lives on a ranch, and has a horse, a cow, a 
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calf, a dog, a cat, and many chickens. Topelius tells us there 
is good coasting out in that country now. He walks half a mile 
to school, and also goes to Sunday school. He has three broth- 
ers and one sister. His letter was written in January. 


Walter Fahn’s home is in Chicago. He writes a good letter, 
in which he says how much he likes to read all the stories in 


Wee Wispom. 


Lois Fox, a dear young friend who is gifted in 
song, sends Wee Wispom her picture, and says, “I am 
heartily interested in children, and I want all the Wee 
Wisdoms to know me. How I would love to sing to 
every one of them some day. 

“We had such a lovely time at our New Thought 
Chautauqua this summer, 
and I want to tell you 
about our Sunday school 
in the woods. The old 
Auditorium is on a hill, 
surrounded by beautiful 
trees and flowers. There 
are masses of golden-rod 
and daisies—yes, and 
black-eyed Susans. Near 
by is a large tent colony 
and an orchard. The 
tinkle of cows’ and goats’ 
bells made music Sunday 
mornings for the little 
girls to march in to. [ 
had a bright class of children. I read ‘“Dorothy’s 
Dream” to them from Wee Wispom, and oh, how they 
enjoyed and admired her story! One Sunday we went 
into the silence, saying, ‘I am a child of God, and there- 
fore I will remain good.’ I asked how many had held 
the thought. Little Florence, aged five, said, ‘Oh, Miss 
Fox, a flower came in, and I forgot and thought about 
the beautiful flower.’ So we forgave little Flo. 

“T send you my picture, taken at the home of Ralph 
Waldo Trine. By the way, some of your Wee Wisdoms 
were in my class this summer at Oscawana—Gladys 
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Freeman and Marjorie Kerr. I’ve illustrated a little 
poem this summer, and it will appear in St. Nicholas 
magazine by and by. I called it ‘Marjorie’s Summer 
Trip.’ To all the little dears may I have the pleasure of 
singing and talking some time! With lots of love, 

Lois Fox. 


Camden, Ark. 

Dear Blanche—I feel as if I really knew you, and to say 
we love you would scarcely convey to you our real feeling 
toward you, and the great good you are doing. Some time 
ago you asked all who read your little messages of Love and 
Truth to plant something, and promised that each one that did 
would be fully rewarded for doing so. I never have had 
enough interest in plants to give them any of my time, but 
when I read that, I decided to fan the little flame of divine 
Love until I should really want to have some plants to nurse 
and love; and it was not long until a lady offered me some cut- 
tings. Right at the moment I did not much care whether 
I took them or not, as the thought of how I would have to 
hunt for the flower pots and prepare the earth flashed through 
my mind. But the next instant came a better and a stronger 
thought: “This is simply the fulfillment of your desire. You 
have been wanting some plants; now take these and give 
thanks.” So I took them, and told the lady how thankful 
I was. After that I had others given me, until I have now 
twenty-four different plants. The peaceful pleasure I have 
found in working with them has paid me many, many fold 
for the trouble they have been, and the fairy wand “love” has 
turned the trouble into joy. I find a real joy in preparing a 
pot for a new plant—and then the joy of watching the little 
shoots put out, and then the leaves and flowers. The lesson 
of God-unfoldment is so plain, no one can fail to see and 
appreciate it.. I look for the good, and oh, how they do grow! 
Truly they understand me and respond. Another thing I have 
noticed: When I first set out a slip it stays quiet for a long 
time; looks almost as if God was not there, and [ am tempted 
to think it is not going to grow. But I have made a compact 
with myself to just look for God, and I don’t forget this long, 
for he reminds me. After the work which is not visible has 
been done—namely, when the roots have formed and taken 
firm hold—then that which is visible begins to take place. 
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Many times in my life I have been discouraged, because I 
could not see that I was growing in the truth and in the knowl- 
edge of God. I had not then learned the lesson, you see, from 
the little plants. If I had, I would have been just as quiet 
and patient as they are, knowing that the truth was taking 
root in me and would in time set me free from mortal limi- 
tations, and I would unfold my perfect being as it is in God, 
just as naturally as the plants do. With love to you, “ye 
editor,” and to all Wee Wisdoms. Mrs. W. M. Reeves. 


Marion, Towa. 
Dear Were Wispom—My auntie has been receiving the WEE 
Wispom, and I have been so interested in it that I wanted to 
write some letters too. I noticed a letter from a little girl of 
Camp Crook, S. Dak., in which she spoke of the Fourth of July. 
I was in Camp Crook the fourth, fifth, and sixth of July. We 
camped just out of town, across the bridge. It was the first 
time I was ever so far away from home on the Fourth. I am 

ten years old. I hope you will let me be one of the Wees. 
Yours truly, Ruth Anderson, 


Dayton, Tenn. 

Dear Wet Wisvom—lIt has been quite a while since I have 
written to you, though your visits have been as regular as the 
months themselves. I am sending you a renewal of my sub- 
scription. I introduced you into our city school last Thanks- 
giving Day, and my sweet teacher, Miss Bryant, was good 
enough to say she would receive any subscriptions from the 
children and would herself subscribe for you. You may have 
heard from her ere this. In the last issue I find Marjorie 
Bramptom’s letter, and note what our dear editor has to say. 
To-day I join her and Marjorie, and am mailing to Mrs. Hutch- 
enson’s address my own “Wee Wisdom Library” and “The 
Wonderful Wishers of Wishing Well.” These I have read until 
I know them by heart, and I am so glad to send them on to 
the children Mrs. Hutchenson is caring for. I will inclose two 
little prayers that I use. The morning prayer I learned at 
kindergarten, and it is so dear! The other, for the evening, 
mama wrote for the children here on the Island. It is so dear, 
too. I hope all of the little Wees will like them and use them. 
Love to Ye Editor, Blanche, and al] the Wisdoms. 

Yours always, Wee-Wee Benham 
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[Wee Wispom is wonderfully tickled over her namesake’s 
success in giving her a chance to be with the school children. 
Why, Wee Wisvom just loves to help the school children learn 
lessons that will help them always. Wee-Wee will have -to tell 
us about her little island home some time, and how it feels to 
have an island all to herself.—Eb. | 


Morning Prayer 

Now, before I work to-day, 

I will. bow my head and pray 

To God, who kept me through the night, 

And woke me with the morning light: 

Help me, Lord, to love thee more 

Than I ever loved before; 

In my work and in my play. 

Be thou with me through the day! 
Evening Prayer 

Now, before I sleep to-night, 

Let me, with the fading light, 

Thank my Father for the day 

That has led me on my way. 

Watch me, Lord, the long night through, 

Grant me grace, and bless me too. 

In peace I lay me down to sleep; 

In safety thou thy child wilt keep. 


Taunton, Mass. 
Dear Wer Wisvom—This is my first letter to you. I am 
nine years old, and in the fifth grade at school. I like my 
teacher very much. We get our reports this month. I enjoy 
Wee Wispom very much. I read the Epistles every month. 
Every month I want to write to ycu more and more. 
Your loving Wee, Rachel Hall. 


Richmond Hill, New York, N. Y. 
Dear Wee—I visited Greenport, L. I., during the Christmas 
holidays. I went through an oyster house. The manager took 
us first into a room where a great many men were opening 
oysters. so fast! In the next room they separated the big and 
little oysters; then they washed them and put them into five- 
gallon cans. They have a machine which grinds ice. They put 
the cans of oysters into wooden boxes and put the cracked ice 
all around the tins. Then they cover these boxes and pack therm 
on a wagon and send them to the railroad station. ‘They send a 
carload to the West every day. I was ten years old the 18th 

of January. Your loving Wee, Edwin Versfelt Preston. 


| 
| 
i 
i 
| 
i 
| 


28 WEE WISDOM 


E 


BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, March 12 
ELISHA THE PROPHET RESTORES A CHILD TO 
LIFE—II Kings 4: 25-37. 


Golden Text: “The Gift of God is eternal life through Je- 
sus Christ our Lord.”—Rom. 6: 23. 

The Golden Text to-day tells us that Gods gift to us all 
is eternal life. If this be true, why is it that we sometimes see 
about us a lack of life? Is it not because we do not always be- 
lieve in God’s wonderful gift? Do not some people believe 
firmly in the opposite of life? It is true that God has given us 
life everlasting, but we must accept it and believe in it, or it 
will not do us any good. 

The lesson tells how Elisha the prophet restored a child to 
life. The mother of the child believed that the child would be 
restored. She did not doubt God’s gift, but had perfect faith. 
That was the reason that the child was restored. 

If nobody in all the world ever thought or spoke of the 
lack of life; if every one always thought true thoughts and fol- 
lowed the Spirit within, we would all manifest life forever. Our 
eyes would be clear and we would see that this thing that we 
call “lack of life” is only a shadow, which has hidden the real 
life from us. God’s gift to us is eternal life, and the only 
thing that we need to do is to believe in it as the woman in the 
lesson did. God has given us all good things; let us be wide 
awake and take them; let us use them, for they were meant 
to make us happy. 


Lesson 12, March 19 
DEFEAT THROUGH DRUNKENNESS.—I Kings 20: 12-21. 
(Temperance Lesson.) 


Golden Text: “It is not for kings to drink wine; nor for 
princes strong drink.”—Prov. 31:4. 

Again we have a temperance lesson. These lessons seem like 
a gentle voice constantly guiding and reminding us of the right 
road to the kingdom of heaven. Where is the kingdom of 
heaven? There is a song which reads, “Oh, the kingdom of 
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heaven is within you!” and these temperance lessons help us to 
reach the kingdom and stay there. 

Temperance, as we have learned, means not too much of 
anything; it means poise or balance; it means walking straight 
along, without turning toe much to the right or left. When 
we are temperate in all things we are in harmony with the 
Spirit. Harmony, you know, brings health and happiness. And 
that is the kingdom of heaven. 

Let us, then, learn to be temperate in all things; to be 
calm, poised, balanced; for when we have once learned this 
lesson we will have learned the chief secret of a happy and 
useful life. 


Lesson 13, March 26 
REVIEW. 

Golden Text: “Happy is that people, whose God is the 
Lord.”—Psa. 144: 15. 

To-day is review Sunday. Let us go back over the quarter, 
over the lessons of the different kings and prophets, and pick 
out of each lesson the chief thought, the thing above all others 
which will help us. It is for that, you know, that the lessons 
are written. It would hardly be worth while to learn about 
Jeroboam, Ahab, Elijah, and the others, if we could not get 
some thought from the stories that would help us to be happier 
and healthier and more useful every day. These reviews help 
us to fix firmly in our minds the lessons we have learned, so that 
their influence will last throughout our lives. 


Lesson 1, April 2 
ELISHA HEALS NAAMAN THE SYRIAN.—II Kings 
5: 1-14. 

Golden Text: “Look unto me, and be ye saved, all the ends 
of the earth: for I am God, and there is none else.”—Isa. 45: 22. 

Elisha the prophet heals a man of leprosy by telling him 
to wash and be clean. The meaning of the lesson to us is this: 
leprosy means unclean thoughts, and unclean thoughts are un- 
true ones. To be cured, we must get rid of our untrue thoughts. 
How do you suppose we can wash our minds? The best way 
is to let in such a flood of true, live thoughts that the shadows 
will be washed away: “Only the good is true,” “I am God’s 
healthy, happy child,” “I love everybody, and everybody loves 
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me.” These are good thoughts to let in. Then remember, we 
must keep our minds filled with these kinds of thoughts, so 
that the shadows cannot find room. If we do this, our minds 
will be clean and sweet and pure, and will show forth in healthy 
bodies and happy boys and girls. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


ARCH is such a strong word! It always makes 
me think of life and vigor, it has such a healthy 
sound. Now September has always seemed to 
be a dream month, but March is very much alive 

‘and up and doing. ‘There’s nothing dreamy about March; 

everything is bustling and busy. There is so much of 

promise, too, in March. We know that just myriads of 
tiny life germs are waiting under March’s coat for the 
soft April showers to help them spring forth. 

Healthy, normal boys and girls are like March—full 
of life and energy and promise, only needing develop- 
ment and the right touch to blossom forth in the most 
beautiful, wonderful way. 

Wee Wispom is trying to help all of her little friends 
by giving them just the right touch; not to push or prod 
them, but, like the gentle rain, to help them develop into 
just the kind of men and women they were meant to be. 

That is why Wer Wispom is such a happy little 
magazine—because she is doing such a happy work. And 
her reward? Think of the many Wees growing up, who 
have learned to listen to the voice within them and to be 
guided by it; who know the law and are using it to make 
the world a healthier, happier place to live in. Now 
isn’t that a happy thought for March? I am sure all of 
you are going to prove your loyalty to Wer Wispom by 
using every single day the truth she teaches, and sending 
out so many love thoughts that they will form a circle 
round the whole wide world. 


We expected a new picture of Blanche to shine out upon 
us from her corner this month, but as the artist has been slow 
in getting it ready we'll have to wait till next time. She’ll be 
here with the flowers and showers of April, sure. 
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MARCH, 1911 


A March Jingle 


Aunt Mary B. pe Wirt 


If March should ery out, “Woo, woo, woo!” 
It shows us how some people we knew 
Looked for the naughty and found it too. 
But listen; for March says, “How do doo? 
I’m very glad to meet with you. 


God bless you, dear, always loving and true!” 


Again we are obliged to leave out a lot of good things for 
lack of room; but we will have them later. Such a rush of cor- 
respondence too! Why, there are nearly as many letters wait- 
ing as are published in this number. “Iwas “the early bird” 
this time. Ye editor is much pleased with the interest her 
Wees are showing, and the improvement in the letters received. 
Do your best, my Wisdoms, and Wee Wispom will grow better 
and _ better. 


| 


| If there is a blue mark 
| on this page your sub- 
| scription is due. 

One year for fifty cents. 


WEE WISDOM’s WORD 
TO HER WEES 


way TTENTION! Don’t let this blue mark 
hfe) come between us. We like each other 
ef ‘] too well to be separated. You need 
me and I need you. I’ve tried my best to help 
you think and do your best. 

I’m sure you and your home are better for 
my visits, for my mission is to scatter sunshine 
and joy wherever I go and help every seed of 
Good to spring up and grow. In every heart 
and home these seeds are waiting, ready for lov- 
ing thoughts to bring them forth. 

I shall love to keep on visiting you, and will 
‘try harder than ever to help you be wise and 
well and happy. 

I hope you'll want me, and will send my in- 
vitation and traveling expenses to 


UNITY TRACT SOCIETY, 
Unity Building, 913 Tracy Ave., 
Kansas City, Mo. 


